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4 "NEE that variety of feperſiclims and mythologies | 
Thich have contributed at different periods to decorate 
the poetry of England, it is much to be lamented that 
fearcely any traces are to be diſcovered of the ſplendid 


and ſublime religion of our Northern anceſtors. Mr. 


Gray is the only one among our more celebrated poets, 


who has choſen to notice the mythology of the Goths; 


he has touched it indeed with a maſterly though ſparing 
hand; yet even the little which he has choſen to intro- 
| duce has repaid his artentiting by adding a ſplendor as well 


as novelty to ſome of his moſt popular performances. It is 


certain however, that the moſt ſublime features of Scan- 
dinavian ſuperſtition have hitherto been concealed in the 


ſagas of Iceland, or have appeared only in the tragedies 


of Klopſtock, and a ſew other pieces little known except 


among the Germans and Danes to whom they owe their 


exiſtence. This being the caſe, I am tempted to publiſh 


the following ſhort pocms, with a view of giving ſome 


ſlight idea at leaſt of the neglected beauties of the Gothic 


religion, and of recommending a freer introduction of its 


imagery into the poctry of the Engliſh nation, 
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. To theſe poems a diſſertation on the N orthern mytho- 7 
3 logy might have been prefixed with advantage, but 1 
ſoon found that ſuch a diſſertation would ſwell to a c 
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= 4 th - fiderable length, and would require more time and labour 
| to effect than 1 could conveniently beſtow : I have there 
; fore contented myſelf with ſubjoining notes; and 1 truſt 
that none have been omitted which were any way neceſ- | 5 


ſary for the illuſtration of the ſubject before us. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


* gods of the tho. nations were not, like thoſe of Is 
Greeks, imagined to be immortal ; they were exempted: neither front 
pain nor death, and even thoſe who eſcaped theſe evils during a ſeries 
of ages, were at length to be deſtroyed at the laſt day, or, as it 
is ſtiled in. the Sagas, the Twilight of the Gods ;” till that time 
ſhould arrive, they were ſuppoſed to dwell in Valhalla, and to enjoy 
+ ina ſupreine degree thoſe luxuries and pleaſures which. the people who» 
worſhipped them conſidered. as the moſt deſirable; _ 

Balder, the- ſon of Odin, was highly celebrated among the gods for 
his exquiſite beauty and conſummate eloquence ; his office as a deity- 
was to guide the horſe of day, called Skinfax,. in his diurnal courſe, 
and he is therefore properly to be conſidered as the god of the ſun. 

The death of Balder was effected by the artifices-of Lok, the moſt ma- 
licious and baneful of the Gothic deities ; Lok however dared not 
| openly to deſtroy him with his own hand, but for this purpoſe he 
| ä preſented a ſpear of peculiar power to another of the ſons of Odin, 
Hoder, who with this enchanted weapon unintentionally pierced his 
brother to the heart. After this misfortune, the ſoul of Balder, in 
conformity to the tenets of the Gothic religion, was ſuppoſed to de- 
ſcend to the dwelling of Hela, the goddeſs of the infernal realms. 
The grief in heaven on account of the death of Balder was extreme; 
Frea, the goddeſs of beauty, was peculiarly afflicted by the lofs of her 
lover, and reſolved to undertake a journey to the regions of death, in- 
hopes of obtaining by her entreaties the releaſe of Balder. This de- 
ſcent of Frea, and the ſucceſs which attended. it, are the ſubjects of the- 
following * | | 
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of the other Deities. 


PERSONS OF THE M 
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God of the Air 


N1oRD, God of the Sea. 


War, 
Suxrun, God of Fire. 


God of 
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Lok, 


God of the Infernal R 
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BALDER, God of the Sun. 


* 


HERTHA, Goddeſs of Fertility, and wife of Odin 


[1 


Goddeſs of Beauty. 
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FREA, 
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deſs of Death. 
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DESCENT OF FREA. 
Ae r 1 
| "SCENE. The Infernal Regions. 


©. Az 
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Tnov an 1; ae 4 
Has built his icy throne, and dims the air 


* 
* 


With everchiſſing ſieet; where ſullen Night 

Has ſpread her dingy veil, and biting blaſts 

Sweep o'er the ſolid ſeas and chill my frame ; 

Muſt Balder ever pour the fruitleſs moan ? | 


IV here eternal Froft.) The kingdom of Hela, or Death, is deſcribed as being in a ſlate of 

_ continual darkneſs, and oppreſſed with a ſevere and perpetual winter. Noxious animals inha- 
bited it, together with the ghoſts of perjurers, aſſaſſins, and adulterers, and of all thoſe who 
died not in battle, or of a violent death. | 


* 
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Ans II 1 


3 Muſt Balder 8 . 1 mock d by ſhivering ghoſts, 

| 5 i | 3 Shrill-ſhrieking from their caves? Muſt Balder's ſout 

__ += For ever ſhudder at the death-qw! s ſong, 3 
op And 3 * from ſpeckled ſnakes that rear Gus 


Their venom'd j jaws, and horrid hiſs around ? 

Bright ſcenes of bliſs! farewell !—yeſ) plendid Soha: 

For ever echoing with the joyful noiſe 

Of ry and ſong harmonious ; happy ſeats | 
| Of happy gods, where fam the gold-tipt horn : | „ & 

They quaff the honied nectar of the bee, „ 

With rapture liſt ning to the thrilling ſtrains 

That ruſh on ſounding wings from Braga's har p, 


No more ſhall Balder in your ſhining halls ” | 
Catch with tranſported ſoul the ſocial joy, © © | | 
And mix exulting with celeſtial bands. | | 
No, Balder, no amid the giant-brood, 
Amid the yelling ghoſts of murderers 


1; ſplendid domes.) The hall of Odin. It was built of armour. In this place the gods 
aſſembled, and amuſed themſelves with _— drinking mead, and liſtening | to muſic. Edda 


Scemundar. Grimniſmal ix. 
Braga s harp. ] Braga was the god of muſic and poetry. 


The giant breed.) The giants of froſt were inhabitants of this dreary kingdom. 


1 

Thou dwell'ſt no more che cheering light of heav'n 

Shall meet theſe ſorrowing eyes; for here no beam 
of morning burſts with ſofteſt luſtre round, 

Nor here anbrotiet eve with fragrant hand 
Scatters her ſweets ;—n0 ſilver- ſounding voice 
| Melodious warbles to my ſorrowing foul— 

The footy raven fails around my head, 
| And harſhly chaunts his hoarſeſt deſcant here. 
Thou flaming ſteed of day! whoſe golden mane 

Waves in the air, and pours a flood of light, 
Oft' have I ſprung upon thy ſhining back 

To trace the radiant path, then mounted high 

5 The blue expanſe of heaven, and girt with beams 

Of dazzling glory wing' d my 1 rejoicing. 
| Alas ! how chang'd ! in midnight cloves wand; 
The Lord of Splendor groans in Hela's halls, 

For over banilh'd from the realms of light.— 
Cuts af Valhalla! from whoſe waving boughs 

Girt with beams.) Balder „ earth which N 
cated light and heat to every part of it. 


Graves of Valhalla] Valhalla js the name of the Gothic heaven. 


[ + 1 


Swert muſic, mix x'd with Mimer's _— murmur, 


For ever floated on the fragrant air; 
Oft have I wander 41 in thy flowery paths, 
Holding cceleſtial converſe ; oft I've ſought 
T hy ſtilleſt ſhades, and caught with eager ear 
The melting ſtrams that burſt from Braga's ſhell 
Attun'd to love; and there the beauteous form 
Of Frea blooming as the orient day 1 
Would bluſhing meet her Balder's ſteps retir'd, 
Enamour'd gaze upon my godlike limbs, 
And drink the honied accents of my lips - 
| Then from her beaming eyes the glance of love 
| Quick ſhot. Dear ſcenes of fleeting joy, farewell! 
What now avails the form that Frea lov'd? 
What now avails the eloquence that charm'd 
The liſtnening gods?—A brother's bloody hand 
Blaſted my bliſs, and daſh' d me from the height 


Mimer's ſoothing murmur.) The ſtream of Mimer ran through Valhalla; its waters in- 
ſpired the drinker with wiſdom, eloquence, and a poetical ſpirit. | | 


Frea.) Frea, the goddeſs of beauty, was the daughter of Niord, god of the ſea. 


ESP] 
of joy to miſery — Ve hated maids! | | 
When firſt ye gan to weave the woof of fate, 


Ye ſcatter'd wide around the flowers of ſpring ; 
At length the raven croak'd—with joy ye ſnatch'd 
| The cords of woe, and dipp 'd the curſed web 
Deep in the pitchy waters of deſpair..- — 
0 thou! who fitt'ſt upon thy ſhining throne 
| Array'd in ſplendor ! Odin, Odin | hear | 
1 The ſorrows of a ſon, and turn thiels eye, | f 
\. Moiſt with paternal grief, from ſoenes-of gens 1 2 
Pierce thro* the thickeſt horrors which ſurround me, * | 15 | 
Extend thy daring arm, and drag thy child | 
Eee of een thy Sus Ml 


Father, I aſk in vain—it is not thine ; 


To break the firm decrees of Fate — ; | 8 
But Balder wretched Balder here muſt mourn 1-7: 7:7 | "oy b E 
For endleſs years —And thou, all-beauteous goddeſs, | Pp Wo f 
Caſt from thy aching heart all fond-record | 
of Balder 8 love What beam of living light 


Ye hated moi.) The Fatal Siſters, or Mele: ; they were three in number, Un, Wo 
preſided over the paſt; Verandi, over the preſent; and Schulda, over the future. They were 
ſuppoſed to weave for every human being a woof on which his fate es 
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Shoots trembling round? What wafted perfume ſcents | 
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The duſky air? Some pitying god deſcends 
Io viſit theſe ſad ſcenes.— Tis ſhe ! tis ſhe !— 


—_ 


= FREA. (Entering,) 
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Where is the lovely god that Hoder tore | 

From Frea' s fond embrace e I claſp him, 
Again my tear-worn eyes behold my Balder, 
Yes, fon of Odin, from the ſtarry realms 

Of bliſs I 133 ſeek thy black abode; 
Without thee heaven itſelf is miſery, 

And all its boaſted pleaſures deadly woe. 

On Odin's winged ſteed I ſped my courſe, 

Nine days his rapid feet unceaſing ſkimm'd 

A meaſureleſs extent of vallies dark; 

At length the foaming tide of Giall ſtopp'd him; 
High o'er its waves a lofty bridge aroſe mY 


On Odin's winged fleed.] The name of Odin's horſe was Steipner. He was „ does to 
have had eight feet, and was celebrated for his wonderful ſwiftneſs. 


Antiquities. Wel. II. 


Tide of cia Gun was the name of the river which ſeparated the earth from the infer 
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Nine days.) The particulars of this deſcent are chiefly taken from Maller 8 Northem 


's 


t-7-1 
On golden hte a ſteel-clad warrior 
For ever guards its entrance. Who art thou, 
He cried aloud, thus baſtening to the halls 
Of gloomy death? No livid palenels ſtains 
The roſes of thy an no deadly dimneſs 
Damps the keen luſtre of thoſe eyes that u 


With living fire; thou art no child of Hela.— 

Away, I anſwer'd, tis a goddeſs haſtes 

To Hela's halls —T laſh'd my ſnorting ſieed— 
He ſhook with thund'ring tread the rattling pile, 


Nor ſtopp'd till Hela's iron gates oppos'd 


His winged ſteps ; then, like a flaming ſtar, 
- He ſhot aloft 1 in air and bore me ſwift 


Above the towering walls l tremble ſtill, 


Tho' Balder's arms embrace INC. — 


' BALDER. 


Fear not, Frea. 


Alas! my Balder, had this arm the power 


_ \ — * 3 ET 
— a 3 
R * 8 4 


| To force thee upward from the cave of death, 
Then would eternal joy reward my toil.— : | | 

But Hela's iron chains no hand can break ; de bore 51 

Againſt her pleaſure; and her gloomy ſoul 

Joys in the 1 of the tortur d I ghoſt 


BALDER. 


And can that winning Goren! bieter in vain ? 
Can Hela hear unmov d thy ſuppliant voice? 
No, Frea, no- upon thy roſy lips N 
Perſuaſion ſits reſiſtleſs, charming all 
To kind compliance. Haſte, accoſt the god — 


| Ow from thy murky cells, 
Whire midnight darkneſs dwells, 
Thou dreadful maid ; | 
Come from thy chilly halls,— „ 
The weeping Frea calls, 1 | | 


And ſeeks thy ſaving aid, 


I 9 ] 


EIA. (From within. ) 


Hence, bunte away ; ; | 
þ No ſoothing charms &@ - 
From Hela's arms 
Shall ſnatch her prey. 


By Allfather's ſacred head, 


And regions of the dead ; 
By the holy aſh which rears 
Its waving honors high ; 
I charge thee, awful pow'r, 
To quit thy gloomy bow'r, 
And yield to Frea's tears, 


Allfather's ſacred bead. The Goths acknowledged a Supreme. Being, whom they called 
Allfader, or Father of all. They did not ſuppoſe him to dwell with the reſt of the muy in Val- 
halla, ne eternal exiſtence, .. 


| The haly aſh which 3 The ſacred aſh of an immenſe ſize which. grew in Valhalla, 
was called Hydraſil. - Seated under its ſhade, Odin adminiſtred juſtice. One of its roots 
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HELA. ( Entering. 3 


1 come with iron heart, 


To hear the fruitleſs prayer; 


Speak, and ſwift depart 
To realms of brighter air. | 


FREA. 


Deepi in thy miſty caves my Balder lies; 


Alas how wither'd by the touch of woe! 


Dim is the luſtre of his fading eyes, 


And ſullen ſadneſs marks his manly brow. 


Quick thro his lame 4 divine chill Jangours ſhoot ; ; 
The boaſted roſes of his checks are pale ; ; 
The winning tongue of eloquence i is mute, 


And rending ſighs his heaving breaſt aſſail. 


Come gentle Pity clad in ſnowy veſt 
And ſpeed thy haſty flight to Hela's cave; 
Then ſmiling hover o'er her melting breaſt, 


And ſweetly teach her yielding heart to ſave. 


'£ xx. J 
And can'ſt thou, Hela, caſt a ruthleſs look 
On this ſad ſcene of deſolated charms?— 
Tear the black leaf from Fate's eternal book, 
And give the grief-worn Balder to my arms. 


Together let us climb the burning arch, 
Which darts its many- colour d beams on high; 
Together let us ſpeed the rapid march, 
And ook the radiant palace of the ſky. 


Yield, Hela, yield ; Valhalla' > mournful towers 
No longer echo with the jocund ſound, 
Do longer gladneſs gilds the paſſing hours, 
But pale-ey'd Sorrow caſts her ſhadows round. 


Since Balder ſunk untimely to the tomb, 

Dim are the lingering beams of riſing day, 

The pale moon ſhrouds her ſilver orb in gloom | 
And fickly _ doffs her bright — 


ho burning arch, ] The "ES ; called by the Goths Bifroſt, and ſuppoſed to burn, 
was accounted the bridge from earth to heaver. 


It 


Frea, no more, $163 2 81 f rac 
When all the god of; nature lave 
„ With briny tears thy Balder's — 
3 4 . PB TP | Then Balder I reſtore ; ; 
iy 7 1 Yes, by Allfather's ſacred head; : 3 75 
=. © When all the gods of nature lave N 
With briny tears thy Balder's grave, 
He quits the regions of the dead. | 


Hence, away .— 


FREA. 


Enough, enough, [ mount with ſpeed, 
And laſh my winged ſteed 
To realms of day. 


END OF ACT I. 


ACT I 


SCENE. Valballa. 


The Gods aſſembled in Odin's Hall. 
ODIN. | be | $ 


W ucous, fair Queen of Love, to Odin's hall. 
Say, haſt thou mov'd the ſtubborn ſoul of Hela, 
Buy ſoft perſuaſion and reſiſtleſs ſighs, 

To yield the much-loy'd Balder back to light? 


FREA. 


Great king of gods and men, the only boon 
That Hela granted to my ſorrowing ſoul 
Was this; when all the gods of nature weep | 
The briny tear of grief on Balder's grave, 
Then from the horrid caves of night he comes 
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To grace Valhalla's halls ; but golden hope 
Has ot yet fled the woe-worn Frea's boſom ; 
Still may my ſoothing words entice the tear 
From pitying gods, and ſnatch from Hela's arms 


Her ſplendid prey.— 


( Continues addreſſing Odin.) 


Lord of the hoſts of War, 
| In beaming armour bright, 
Thou driv'ſt the ſcythed car 
Amid the fearful "TOY | 
Lord of the ſtarry ſky, 
| In dreadful majeſty, 
Thou wield'& the golden ſpear, 
And call ſt with awful ſound, 


Corleſtials hear, 


And throng around 


Lord of the hoſts of war, | Odin was the chief of the Gothic deities, and the god of war; 
he adminiſtered juſtice in heaven, and was acquainted with futurity by means of a raven which 
was ſent to him by Schulda, one of the Fates. The commands of Odin were uſuMly executed | 


by the ſeven Valkyries who attended upon his table, and ſelected thoſe in battle who were 


* 


5 


doomed to die 


Their warrior king.— 

The pitchy raven floats 

On eloffy wing, 

Then to Odin haſtens nigh, 
Checks the hoarſeneſs of his notes, 
And whiſpers ſounds of dread futurity - 
He comes from Schulda' s black abodes 

To ſeek thy piercing look— 

And Odin reads to liſtening gods 
| The Fates immortal book. 

Say, ſhall no ſorrowing parent's tear 
Bedew thy Balder's ſable bier? 

Wilt thou not weep thy child forlorn, 
Thy blooming child by Hela torn 
FRAN halls of bliſs 
To caves of dark deſpair ? 
"Ye Odin, yes, 
I mark the guſhing drops which ſtain 
i father” s cheek, 
Thoſe guſhing drops thy anguilh To | 
Balder ſhall live again 


And cleave the realms of air. 


1 =6 9 


ODIN. 
Odin drops the tear, 
And wets thy Palder's bier. 
| FREA. DT Addreſſing Hertha. ) | 
Queen of the fertile earth, 
| Whoſe all-creative hand | 
| Firſt gave the ſons of man their birth; 
Whoſe ſweetly ſounding voice ; 
With ſoft command, 
Firſt bade the deſert land rejoice.; 
Bade her fruitful boſom pour 
The ſhady tree, the painted flower; 


Queen f the fertile earth.) Hertha was the wife of Odin, and the goddeſs of fertility. The 
following account of her feſtival is given us by Tacitus in his admirable treatiſe, de Moribus 
Germaniz:—« Herthum, id eſt Terram Matrem colunt, eamque intervenire rebus hominum, 
« invehi populis arbitrantur : eſt in. inſula oceani caſtum nemus, dicatumque in eo vehiculum 
veſte conteQum : attingere uni ſacerdoti conceſſum: is adeſſe penetrali deam intelligit, vec- 
« tamque bubus feminis multa cum veneratione proſequitur: læti tunc dies; feſta loca, quæ- 
«« cumque adventu hoſpitioque dignatur: non bella incunt; non arma ſumunt ; clauſum omne 
« ferrum : pax et quies tune tantum nota, tune tantum amata ; donec idem ſacerdos ſatiatam 
0 conxerſatione mortalium deam templo reddat; mox vehiculum et veſtes, et ſi credere velis, 
numen ipſum fecreto lacu abluitur. Servi miniſtrant; quos ſtatim idem lacus haurit; arcanus 
« hinc terror ſanctaque ignorantia, quid ſit illud quod tantum perituri vident.—It is not 
wo that the feaſt KNOT by the name of Eaſter, was s crigiany this feaſt of Hertha. 
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Bade her people every plains 
And fill with life the teeming main; 
Whene'er thy ſtately form appears 
On mortal ſhore, 
No war nor battle's ſound 
Is heard the world around; 
N o more the armed ſoldier rears 
Tue tined lance, rot 
And nature groans no more.— 
Before thy ſilver car 
The roſy pleafures dance, 
Balmy perfume ſcents the air, 
Nature ſmiles in rich array, 
And double glory gilds the day. 
Say, Hertha, wilt thou drop the tear 
On youthful Balder's ſable bier: 


HERTHA. 


Hertha drops the tear, 
And wets thy Balder's bier. 
F 
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FREA. ( Addreſſing Thor.) 
God of the floating air, 


Whoſe gleamy lightnings tear 


| ; | Wr. pine high-waving on the lofty rock, | 
" ö | Whoſe thunders ſhake with — ſhock 
The trembling rills; 
Whoſe ſable ſtorm- clouds pour 
The ſalutary ſhower, 
And ſwell the parched hills ; 


God of the howling blaſt, 
Whoſe ruſbing 1 ag haſte 
With ſullen roar ; 
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The foreſt bows its waving pride, 
The odean heaves its ſwelling tide 
Loud daſhing on the ſhore— 
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God of the tron-mace, 

Which tames the giant-race, 

Say, wilt thou drop the pitying tear 
On youthful Balder's ſable bier i 


God of the floating air.] Thor, the god of the weather; ;—with a mace he Ad 
„„ 1 tt aan ans | 


toy 
THOR, 


Thor mall drop the pitying tear, 
And wet thy Balder's ſable bier. 


FREA. (Addreſſing Nord.) | 
Lord of the boundleſs deep, | 
; Whoſe glittering waters gently ſwell _ 
: And kiſs the rocky ſteep; 
When thunders howl 1 
And tempeſts yell, 
Thy moving plain repeats the direfal ſound ; 
T by foamy waves ariſe, 
And laſh the darken d ſkies 
In dread. commotion ;— 
Then by the lightning's livid glare R 
Thou ſtalk ſt ſerene thro' murky air 
Which veils the raging ocean. 
But ſoon the winged tempeſts go, 
Soon the rattling thunders ceaſe, 
| Sun-beams gild the mountain-brow, 
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ü  } 
Then then bid'ſt the roaring main 
| Gent] ly link to reſt again— 
Smooth its peacefil boſom roſe oy bak 
In calm repoſe, 4 
And ſtillneſs hover d on the * of ſpring, 
When Braga touch: d the quivering ſtrin 8 
On Niord's 3 1 1 
On its glaſſy ſurface ſtood 
The father of the flood, 
He bade the bard coeleſtial pour 8 
His ſofteſt notes— 
The melting muſic floats 
Upon the peaceful wave 
Come from thy dewy cave, 
My father cries, 
_ Ariſe, ariſe, 
Let the azure waters lave 
Thy ſnowy limbs and golden hair ; 
Haſte in dazzling beauty bright 
To charm the tuneful Braga's ſight.— 
He ſpake, and Frea, roſe to realms of air,— 


21 ] 


Then Niord claſp'd me to his breaſt 


And all the parent's pride confeſt. 


Now, will my father's heart diſdain 


Jo eaſe his daughter's piercing pain? 
Or wilt thou drop the pitying tear, 


On youthful ider ſable bier? 


NIORD. 


Niord drops the tear, 
And wets thy Balder 's bier 


FREA. (Addreſſing Surtur.) 


King of reſiſtleſs fire, 
Whoſe deſolating flames 
From Hecla's cliffs aſpire, 
Whoſe ſcorching breath % 
The torch of death, 


The proudeſt — tames ; 


King of eff, /iteſs fire. | | Surtur v was the chief of the ths” of fire; 


Muſpelheim. 


8 


his dwelling was called 


22 J 
Wi here'er thy furious courſe is ſped 
Nature bows =Y wither'd head— 
Thy fatal car outſtrips the wind, 
Thy flaming courſers* noſtrils pour 
The wide conſuming ſhower 
Deſtrudtion flies behind; 
She rears her red right hand 
And with her fiery beſom ſweeps the blaſted land. — 
Say, Surtur, wilt thou drop the tear 1 1 ; 


On youthful Balder's ſable bier? 
son ron. 
Surtur drops the tear, 
And wets thy Balder's bier. 
FREA. (Addreſſing Lok. ) 


God of the Aber world, 
Whoſe deadly arrow hurl'd 


The blooming Balder to the cayes of night, 
o, let not Schulda write 


His everlaſting doom; 
oe O, let not Balder's tomb 

For ever ſtand, 

But ſnatch with pitying hand 
From Hela's curs'd abods 42 
The fallen gol 
Revive, revive his wither'd charms, 
And give hin back to Frea's arms, 
Drop, O Lok, the pitying tear 

On youthful Balder's ſable bier, 


T.OK.- 


Away, away, 
Lok ne'er will weep 5 
Let Hela keep 


Her ſplendid prey. 


FREA. 


By the ghoſts eternal moan, 
By the murderer's dying groan, 


« [ 24 ] 8 


By the ſcreech-owl's ſong of death, 
By the night-mare's baneful breath, 
5 By the famiſh'd eagle's ſcream, 
By the meteor's awful © IRA „ 5 
ais ed. 
By the roar of Giall's flood, 
By the mandrake's fatal yell, 
By all the horrors of thy hell, 
I charge thee weep the briny tear 
On youthful Balder's ſable bier. 
LOK. 
| No—tho' Valhalla's towering wall 
2 | Around theſe ſinewy limbs ſhould fall, ” 
Tho Skinfax plunge his flaming head 


Amid the caverns of the dead, 


— 
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'Tho' Surtur aim his fiery dart 


And heap his flames around my heart, 


Fatal yell.) It was formerly believed that in plucking up the mandrake a ſcream iſued 
irom the ground which proved imracdiately fatal to thoſe who heard it. | 


VU 

Tho Niord's foaming main ſhould roar, 
And daſh me lifeleſs on the ſhore ; 
Tho Thor ſhould 1451 his iron mace 
And ſtain with gore this hated face; 
Tho' Odin's ſelf in wrath ſhould rear 
His golden ſpear 

Alͤnd ſhining ſhield, 
This ſtubborn heart ſhall never yield— 
Hela ſhall hold her ſplendid prey 
While countleſs ages roll away. 
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Vos quoque, qui fortes animas, belloque peremptas 
Laudibus in longum vates dimittitis xvum, 
Plurima ſecuri fudiſtis carmina Bardi. 
vobis auctoribus, umbræ 

Non tacitas Erebi ſedes ditiſque profundi. . 
Pallida regna petunt: regit idem ſpiritus artus 

Orbe alio, longæ (canitis ſi cognita) vitæ 

Mors media eſt: certẽ populi quos deſpicit Arctos 

Felices errore ſuo, quos ille timorum 
Maximus haud urget leti metus: inde ruendi 

In ferrum mens prona viris, animæque capaces 

Mortis | | 


PHARSAL. LUCAN1, Lib. I. At. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


Tax ſtory of the following Tragedy is fictitious; the event may 
without impropriety be ſuppoſed to have happened on the coaſt of 
Ireland, which the Northern nations were accuſtomed to plunder be- 
fore its converſion to Chriſtianity. The Greek form of dramatic writ- 
ing has been adopted as affording in its choruſes the moſt favourable 
opportunity for the diſplay of mythological imagery. Rhyme has 
not been uſed in the choral odes, both becauſe it was leſs conformable 
to the model imitated, and becauſe it appeared W if not pre- 
judicial in this _—_— of poetry. 
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Meſſen 


% 


Moina, 
CAnRRIL, 


SCENE. 4 Sazon .Caftle.in 
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MOIN A. 
Fur. fifty nights have caſt their gloom around me 

| Since firſt the.hated Saxon tore me trembling 

From W kindred, and a much lov'd land 
Vet 1oſs of parents, kindred, and my country 

Scarce move a ſoul oppreſt with keener grief; 

In the loud ſtrife of arms, in fields of blood,” 

My Carril fighting with a lover's fury 8 

F e fell by Harold's arm, and ſmiling hope 
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Tor ever fled my 4 here he lives, 
And while my eyes behold this hated light 
He ſtill ſhall livegand ſtill with ſullen pleaſure 


Il dwell on other times, when all was hope, 


* 
W714 TE 
* 


When all was love and joy—accurſed beauty ! : 
Would that the god of Fura's ſacred wood 
Had blaſted this fair form—the Saxon then 
Had ſeen and hated me.—Wife?—wife ?— 
Les tis a murderer's arm embraces me, 

A murderer calls me his, the murderer 

Of Carril !—Would this hand— 
But hark the ſound of ſong, the manning greeting 
Of aged barda.— 


BARDS. (Entering.) 


CHORUS. | 
Hair to her whom Frea loves, 
[ Moina, hail: 
When firſt thy infant eyes beheld 


The bluſhing beam of orient day 


13 I 
Frea from Valhalla's groves 
Mark'd thy birth in ſilent joy; | 
From Valhalla's groves ſhe ſent 
The ſwift-wing'd meſſenger of love, 


Bearing in her roſy hand 
The gold-tipt horri of gods ; 


From this thy infant lips imbib'd | 


Three lingering drops of mead divine, 


Thro' thy tender frame diſtilling, 
They form'd thy ſnowy limbs to grace, 


. They gloſs'd thy raven _ nad 


Ilum'd thy ſparkling eyes, 
And fluſh'd thy cheek with crimſon hue 
Unfading. 

Hail to her whom Frea loves, 

Moina, hail. | OT TR 


: e eh 937 1 et £24 
Meſſenger of love.] Gna is the name of Frea's meſſenger ; Fulla and Gnoſla alſo attended 
her. 7 ; | f } 9 2. rs WW 


Aliud divine.) The common beverage of the Nontherp deities, , 
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MOINA. 


Ye venerable men, my grief-worn ſoul n 

Scarce heeds your falutation : child of ſorrow 

The ſoothing voice of flattery paſſes by me, 

Like feeble gales which fan a warring hoſt, Js 
Unnotic' d—Is yours chief return' 3 
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[No mellnger af vitry has raid . h beg 
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MOINA. | 

To ſlay, to . theſe are Harold's pleaſures, / 
To. ſtain his dark-blue ſteel with human gore ; 

Cannot the glad repaſt, the ſong of bards, 

The vigor-giving chace, the ſolemn council, 

Withdraw the ſavage hero from the battle? 
'No—theſe are vain.— To ſtab the faithful lover, 
ro ſhed the blood of brothers and of fons, 

To deal the dole of miſery to thouſands, 


— 


L 38 ) 

Theſe are che only joys a Saxon feels.— 

God of my fathers, ſtrike the fell deſtroyers, 

Blunt, blunt their ſteel, benumb their hardy ines, 
Pour out their red heart's blood, that peace again 
May bleſs my country. 


a 


BARD. 
» - . . # 


AS . # e 
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Een the gods themſelves, 
Who dwell above in happineſs and glory, 
Delight in ſhining arms and fierce encounter; 
From fair Valhalla's halls they ruſh; th :. . 
To meet each other in the ſtrife of ſpears;”; | 
They fight but for their ſport ; when tir'd of b battle 
Again they ſeek the banquet, quaff again 
From gold- encireled horn * ſparkling mead, 


And joyful feaſt upon Serimner's'fleſh.; | 
„ollol td >5t 3 


Een the god tenſe] Edda Semundar, Valihrulnieal, vi. 


— The name of th wi bor which wat the bete. ya ug der 
were conſtantly feafting on it its fleſh: Wit" never" confined; . 
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Such is their happy life 5 and can ſt thou wonder 


That man ſhould imitate the gods ?. that man 


. Should laugh at fear, and dauntleſy die to dm 


A glorious ſeat at Odin's ne board ? | [3 206. 


| MOINA. 


Ale 


And may Valhalla's halls be duicliy f fill d 


6 YT 


With Saxon ſouls— 1. 119 


Thou unſeen N — b ofW 
In awful ſilence dwelt; whem whom ee druids 

With hallow'd rite, Uribe Ulle collects) aint wor 

5 And wing the hiſſing dart to Harold's Lotte Lo: 39909 00 


of » * 2 by © * - Fo 
a * * * * * * * N 5 
— i} £5 2 j 17 188 „ of * , *p » ” 5 + + s f 2 % 5 75 
EY 1 4 4 4 4. Sa 11 C 4 4 4 1121 4 © 3 1160 1. F P F ; F 


n f * Al W. 2-211} 235: 
f ; 0 2 2804 ＋ 281 Fen 4 X i : 7 . 3 1 : : - 
Beware—nor call the vengeance of thy gods 


Upon a huſband's head; Thould Harold fall, 


Shuddering I ſee what follows.— 


| Ughrion feat], Al Btw Gl rh i bd ar ware e 
into his palace RRR. 5 


t * 


MOINA. 


What. can follow? 
What keener woes than thoſe I know already? ? 


- breathleſs lover and an aged. parent 


In forrow tinking to the narrow houſe? 


The breaſt of Moina fears no greater anguiſh. 


' BARD, 
No more—our words diſtreſs you, and you loſe | | I 
The pleafant freſhneſs of the morning air. 'Y 
MOINA. 
Ye aged bards, — | 
CHORUS OF BARDS. 
King of gods on ſhining throne, 
Thou, who with a ſingle glance — - 


On ſining throne.) Laas was the name of Odin's throne whence the whole world was 


L 


ſuppoſed to be viſible to him. 


L 38 ] 


Pierceſt Nature's wide extent, 


if | | Thou, who from the ſpring of Mimer 
_— | | N 1 divine, | 


King of gods, whom Hygdraſil : | 
With ſacred ſhadow vells, = 626} io 10 Asi 
Whilſt around thee fir cceleſtials, 

Whilſt beneath thee Fates attend, 


King of men, on coal-black ſeed, 
Brave in battle, brave in death, 
Pierc'd with arrows nine 
In agony thou ſmil'ſt ; 
King of men, whoſe dark-blue Neel | 
No foe unconquer'd 2 dl 110 


| j - Soon his heart's blood ſmok'd around, | 


Pierced with 8 nine. ] Odin, | whilſt he was yet on earth; is recorded to have ſtabbed 
himſelf at an advanced period of age in nine different places. The Gothic nations eſteemed 
it — not to die a violent death. 4” 


39 ] 
Soon his fainting foul. retir'd... 
Odin, hear.— 


In Harold's breaſ thy ſpirit pour, 
String his nerves, his eyes inflame, 
Direct his brawny arm to deal 
The darts of death around, 
In the tempeſt of the battle 
Throw thy ſhield of ſafety round him, 
protect him with thy mighty hand, 
And ſend him back with victory. 


But ſhould che Fatal Siſters mark 
Our chieftain's ſoul to grace thy halls, 
Should the keen arrow pierce his ſide 
And Harold periſh in the fight, 
When death ſhall hover round his heart, 
When his firm knees ſhall tottering fail, 

When ſhades of night full ples pans. 
And ſinking nature yield, = 


Then may no groan of woe eſcape 


Our hardy chieftain's fainting lips 
Then may no writhing agony — 


Deform the hero's face, „ 
Joyful to fall in fields of blos: 


* 


To him may death's cold ſteel be welcome, 


And may he laughing di. 
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ACT IL 
' CARRIL, 058 the Habit 1 Bard.) 


Un the cover of theſe ſacred garments, 
A ſure protection from the hand of inſult, 
I yet may hope to find my much-loy'd Moina ; 
Since firſt theſe wounded limbs recover'd ſtrength 
I've vainly wander'd ; many a ſtately caſtle 
Has hoſpitably cheer'd my fainting body, 
But on my mind forlorn no gleam of joy 
Has yet ariſen— perhaps within theſe walls 
Ah no—my tortures muſt not finiſh yet 
Would that the pious hand which found me bleedin 8 
*Midſt heaps of ſlain had left me there to periſh, 
Then had the long calm ſleep of death oppreſt me. 
Nor had I woke to WR —— 

5 Bards enter.) 
Ye aged bards, have pity on a brother, 

M 


( 4a] 
Receive me to your hoſpitable halls, 
Weary and faint I aſk but ſome refreſhment, 
Shut not your doors againſt a helpleſs man. 
BARD. 
Accurſt be he who gainſt the ſuppliant ſtranger 
Shall bolt his maſly iron gates, unmindful | 
Of miſery's voice.—Theſe halls have ever offer'd 
Food and repoſe to weary travellers. 
CARRIL. 
T1 thank ye venerable men—but ſay, 
What warlike chieftain calls this caſtle his ? 
BARD, 


"Tis Harold's caſtle, urg'd by reſtleſs valour 
He ſecks the ſtrife of ſpears and quits his home. 


Your hoſpitable halls.) An unbounded hoſpitality was one of the moſt prominent and amiable 
| features in the character of our Northern anceſtors. —Quemcunque mortalium arcere tecto, ne- 
fas habetur: pro fortuna quiſque apparatis epulis excipit, cum defecere, qui modo hoſpes 
fuerat, monſtrator hoſpitii et comes proximam domum non invitati adeunt, nec intereſt, pari 
humanitate accipiuntur. Notum ignotumque quantum ad jus hoſpitii nemo diſcernit. 

| ” 3 ö Tacitus de Mor. German. S. 21. 
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1 CARRIL., 
And does no beauty weep for his return ? 
BARD. 


A beauty weeps but not for his return ; 

Another cauſe of woe has -pal'd her cheeks, 
| Has ſhrunk her comely form and dimm'd 
The luſtre of her eyes : ſhe weeps her home. 

CARRIL. 
Speak, holy man, her name ? 

. | Her name 1s Moina— 
Why does the red-blood leave thy cheek? why does 
The cold dew damp thy face? Thy feeble knees 
Can ſcarce ſupport thee — 

CARRIL.. (After a pauſe.) 


Tis a ſudden fainting, 


[4] 
Worn with fatigue and hunger, this weak frame 
Sinks under me. 
BARD. 
Retire, and take refreſhment. \ 
CHORUS OF BARDS. 


| T is not he whoſe arched halls 


Reſound with revelry and ſong 
That taſtes the pureſt joy.  - 

g But he who e 5 orcs 
Feeds the hungry, cheers the faint, 
On languid "TH He caſts the ſmile 
And lights up radiance in the eye; 
Him the traveller ſhall bleſs, | 

Him the gods will love. 
When the bun de ſun has ſcorch'd 
The ſickly plants on parched hills, 


— 


The dews of eve reſtore their vigor; 


When the ſultry ſu mmer's heat 


[ 45 ] 


Has dried the torrents on the rocks, 


The falling rain renews their ſprings 
And verdure ſpreads around, 
- CARRIL. (Returning.) 
My ſtrength is now renew'd, I fain would meet 
8 The lady of theſe halls, to offer thanks 
For ſuch a kind reception. 

See, ſhe comes, 
Returning from her morning walk, ſhe paſſes 
Towards her chamber, haſte, accoſt her. 
CARRIL, 


. Lad. 
A ſtranger whom your ſtately halls receiy'd 


Fatigu'd and hungry, humbly offers thanks 
For food and reſt; and if tis your good pleaſure | 
/ N ; 


[6] 


The ering bard will raiſe the found of nag. 
The grateful ſound of praiſe. i 


MOINA. 
Thou holy man, 
The flattering fong 1 is hateful to my ear, 
But if thou know'ſt to raiſe the mournful voice, 


And ſoftly ſound the melancholy tale, 
My ſickly ſoul could liſten with delight. 


CARRIL. 


Pleaſe you to ſit, fair lady, white I pour 
The melting ſtrains of woe. 


Peace, winds of night, ye roaring tempeſts, peace, | 
Soft glide, ye torrents, from the echoing hills, | 
Walk thro' dark clouds, pale moon, and dimly ſhoot 
From time to time a mournful beam, {kriek not 


| Ye famiſh'd eagles, wolves, forget your howlings, 


E 
Let all be ſilent, dark. | 
Ghoſts of my fathers, bend your ſhadowy forms 1 
. To bar u of woe - 
The tale of woe which Mornac thus began. 

Fair w was my daughter on the hills of Fura, | 

| Fara the moon-beam, white as drifted 8 | 

| Sweet as the gale of ſpring—why ſtarts the tear ? 
Why heaves the ſigh in Morna's aged boſom ? 
No more my Lora meets me on the heath, 


No more ſhe cheers my ſoul with pleaſant ſong, 


My echoing halls are filent 
The loft miſt riſes from the Laos, and fills 

The flowers with dew, the cheering ſun returns, 
The miſt is gone—no beam of | joy diſpells 

The miſt of Mornac's ſoul, but laſting forrow 
Cleaves to my aged heart—my child, where art thou? 
Dark is thy bed, O Lora, grief has cruſtrd 
Thy tender form, far from a parent” s boſom. 
The hand of rapine ſnatch'd thee, and thy ſleep 
Exe this is deep—accurſed be the chief, 
Who fought on Fura's plains, my feeble um 


13 


Benumb'd with age's winter ſtruck in vain-; 


In vain did Carril | fight the müch- loyd Carril 7 
Swift was his ſtep, full roſe his ſinewy limbs, 
4s a dark cloud he mov'd, and ſhook his glittering ſpear— 
Ĩuye ſteel deep piere d his fide, death's gloom o'erſpread him, 

And mid'ſt the ſlain he fell.—Fear ſeiz d our ſoldiers, 

5 They fled the ſtrife of ſpears ; the conquering Saxons 
Enter d our halls defenceleſs, thence-they bore 
My Lora, but the blue-eyed chief diſdain'd 
To ſmear his dark-blue ſteel with.aged Blood. 


Cruel he ſpar'd me to lament my woes 
And ſink in anguiſh to the narrow houſe. 
When the huge.maſs of ſnow from lofty hills 
Deſcends 3 on the cottage rok, 
And buries in its fall the father, mother, 
And infant offspring, then no ſound of woe 
1s heard, * parent weeping for a child, | 
No child deep-ſobbing for a tender "OY + if A HT 
All find a common grave ad ee in peace 
But when the roaring torrent ruſhes down 
From dark-brown rocks, and from the e 0 


, 
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Snatches ber ſportive fawn, the hapleſs mother 
Rejects her food, forgets the wonted ſpring 
And quits the joyous herd, to hide 
Her tear-worn face in gloomy dells. —Thus Morna 
Rejects the joys of life to weep in ſecret. 

And now, the conquering enemy retir'd, © 

The white rob'd druids from their ſacred woods, 
Come forth, they haſte to. bear our fallen friends 
To their dark home—when Carril they efpied 
Yet breathing. ow. 


Aged man, thy mournful tale 
Has deeply touch'd our lady—ſhe retires— 
Til av lag. 
CARRIL. 
| In Carril's wounds they pour 
The healing balm, recall his fainting ſoul 
And raiſe him up to miſery —And now 
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Oer Fura's plains the lover wanders mourning, 


In Fura's moſly towers the father weeps.— 
Riſe, winds of night, ye raging tempeſts, riſe, 
Roar loud ye e from the echoing hills, 
Shriek, ſhriek, ye eagles, how], ye hungry wolves, X 
Ye black clouds gather round and fifty dart 
The tined lightening to encreaſe the horror 


__ Ghoſts of my fathers, haſten to your clouds— 


5 The ſolemn fon g is ſung: 


A MESSENGER, (Entering. 


Moina, old man, commands you to attend her. 


Follow. — 
' CHORUS OF BARDS. 


Wat ſounds celeſtial float 


Upon the liquid air 
And charm the liſtening gods? 
18 it the ruſtling breeze | 


l. 
Midſt Glaſor's golden boughs? 1 _— 
Is it the white-neck'd ſwan's 3 


8 Melodious ſtrains? 
No tis Braga's harp, f „ 1 . 1 
Braga ſweeps the ſounding ſtrings. 

Fair Iduna's golden. hair, | 

Mimer's ſtream inſpires the god, 

With ſwimming eyes 
And ſoul of fire 
wh hank the tide of harmony. 


| He whom Braga loves 
Can ſwell the ſolemn ſound, F 
Can raiſe the notes of joy, 
And tune the ſofteſt ſhell. 


Glaſers golden bought] uber was a foreſt in Valhalla; the trees which compoſed it hr 
forth golden branches. 8 | 


The white neck'd ſwans.) The Scandinavians had the ſame opinion of the — 
of this bird as the Greeks and Romans. 


\ 


Fair Iduna's golden hair] There is a tradition mat Braga, the god of poetry and muſic, 
ſtrung hs harp vin the flaxen lock of bis wiſe Ia. | 


Þ i HET 7 Hie whom Braga loves 
. Can ſound the warlike lay, 
=. Inflame the chieftain's foul, - - 
A 25 And ſend him in his glittering arms 
_ | To fields of blood. | 
| 2 END OF ACT II. 
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ACT III. 
CARRIL AND MOINA. 


MOIN A. 5 


Is vain you urge my flight—tho' force compell'd me 
To ſhare the bed of Harold, whilſt he breathes | 
Im his alone, nor ſhall my ſacred honour . 

Be « ever blaſted, then een Carril's ſelf 

Would hate me, faithleſs—ſhould ſome nervous arm 
Transfix the Saxon, joy again might burſt 

Upon the cloud of grief which veils us round, 

Then might I T and reſt 1 in carrire arms. 


CARRIL. 


Then is * one way left, when Harold: 8 ſtep 
Reſounds within his halls, this hand ſhall— | 
5 


3 wie” x 4 ; 
r 


1 5+ 1 


MOINA. 


No, Carril, no—I love thy daring ſpirit, 
Yet ſhould the chieftain bleed within theſe walls, 
A ſure deſtruction waits upon us both. 
Calm thy fierce courage—on the road which leads 
0 er yonder hills, a roomy foreft borders, 
The ſun-beams never pierce its ſides, the wolf, 
The hiſling ſnake poſſeſs it ; there reſides | | 
A propheteſs deep ſkill d in Runic lore ; 
Haſte to her cave, and force her to demand Tor 
By magic ls, if joy or grief await 
Our future hours. ; 


I propheteſs deep fkil'd.] That theſe propheteſſes or witches were held in great veneration 
among the Northern nations is confirmed by the teſtimony of various authors.-—Ineſſe quin 
etiam, (ſays Tacitus, de Mor. Germ.) ſanctum quid et providum fæminis putant. The in- 
fluence of their councils in war is mentioned both by Polyznus de b Lib. 7. and by 
Cæſar de Bello Gall. Lib. 7. 

eli Te Mt rap. Teppavos 41 Apes a Yuvaines, "a aukinds Fives TpoCAeTBot, 

A PEVILRTWY "EMY OK Kh VoDors, TEK(LEPOVTRL HAT MPORESTINOUT? TR MEANOVTE, 

Strom. Lib. 1. p. 305. (Colon. Fol. 1688. 
In dis, montibus, ſpecubus aut prope fontibus habitabant. Keyſler Antiq. gp, 44. 
Strabo has given us a minute deſcription of the dreſs of theſe women : | 
Tepexonouduv TpopevTeis lep. FOMOTAIXES, MEUMENLOVES, XAPTRENEG * exixe- 


ropcui eva au Q ναν̊M y E0UTRL, Ye. 
Strabonis Oath Lib. 7. 
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cARRII. 
I go, and may the god: 
We fear with bleſt forebodings wing 


My feet returning. | 
 [Moina and Carril go out. 
Bards enter meeting a Soldier, 

Rn. . 
Thy 10 ſtep dis us . com * 
To tell the victory of Harold? 

. SOLDIER. 

No, 
Our chief is fallen in the ſtrife of ſpears, 
Bravely he ** by multitudes oppreſt, 


His blows were death; at length a hiſſing dart 
piere d his brave ſide ; his heart's blood follow'd guſhing ; 


- Death dimm'd his eyes; he feebly rais'd his arm 


As if to ſtrike again; his ſinews fail'd him; 


[56] 
He fell: in death's laſt agonies he graſp'd. . 
His weapon; cold and bloody, = he looks 


+5 The hero 


ö 


Ban. 
Thus ſhould a Saxon fall. ; 
| SOLDIER. 
His Faithful people | - 


With fury ruſh'd around him, tore his body 

From the ſurrounding warriors - now they bear him 

In mournful ſilence to his lofty balls, | 

And haſte to lay him midſt his brave forefathers. 
BARD. 


Soldier, let Moina hear the fate of Harold, 


CHORUS OF BARDS. | 
Softly ſtrike the harp 
And {well the ſounds of woe, 3 


C 57 J 


Harold falls, 
His blue eyes cloſe, 
His golden hair is red, 
He falls in blood. 


See at the feſtive board 

His faithful warriors ſit, 

In vain they caſt their eyes around 
To 2 2 their chieftain's looks ;. 
Sorrow glooms their ſouls 

And daſhes from their lips 

The ſparkling ſhell. 


The hunter's horn reſounds, - 
The ſtout dogs leap around 
And ſeek their chief, 
No more ſhall Harold woice | 


Be heard the woods among. 


Q 


L 38 ) 
E 3 1 The famiſh'd eagle ſcreams 
. | And aſks his wonted food, | 
=. . Lit No more ſhall Harold's arm 
Prepare the bloody feaſt. 
Yet not to Hela's dark abode 
4 | ei wou is ed, 
1 lle riſes on the ruſhing blaſt 
1 : a Alͤnc ſeeks Valhalla's halls, 
A NX OF ACT 1II. 


hike | ; 


ar 


Enter Moina, Carril meeting ber. 
MOINA. 

* V ELCOME my Carril to thy Moina's arms, 

| Now am [I thine, my love ; this joyful night 

Shall ſhade us flying to our native country; 

Again my aged father ſhall behold 

His happy daughter, and the white rob d druid 
Shall hear our holy vows.— The chief is fall'n.— 
CARRII. 

| Thou unſeen power, when deep def pair ſurrounds us, 

When the dark night of woe o'erfhades the ſoul, 

Sudden thou ſhin amidſt ſurroundin g horrors, 

The cloud is gone, and keeneſt joy burſts in 

Upon the darken'd mind.— The propheteſs 

Foreboded Harold's death— 


MOINA. 


And tis accompliſh d, 
Bleſs'd be the arm which pierc'd his hated heart ; 4 
Say, Carril, did the- propheteſs foretell 
A happy iſſue to our flight, and promiſe 
Long days of; Joy and love ?—tell, tell me all. 


% 4 1 * 


CARRIL. 


My haſty ſteps ſoon reach 'd the gloom . 

I ſought; and ſtruggling thro' the thorny oaths. 
To find the dwelling of the propheteſs, : 

I mark d a craggy rock whoſe broken ſummit 
Was veil'd by creeping ſhrubs—it' s bottom yawn d 
And ſhew'd a deep dark gulph— fearleſs enter'd, 
And with extended arms 1 trac'd my way, 

For there no beam of light was ſeen to glimmer ' 
Save that which roſe from magic incantations ; 
While thus advancing ſlow, a dead cold hand 
Caught mine, a hoarſe voice thus aroſe d me, 


| | Who art thou, man, that dart with 1 impious ſtep | 


Diſturb my filent dwelling? Speak or periſh,— 
| _ Mildly1 anſwer'd, propheteſs, a ſtranger, | 
A miſerable ſtranger ſeeks thy aid; 


O tell me, I oonjure you by your gods, - 

If Harold doom be ſeal'd, if nn, Moina 

| Shall 'er behold again her native home 

And dwell with Carril ?—Hence, away, ſhe cries, 

"F know thee now, thyſelf art Carril, hen, 

I hate the foes of Hareld— 

With that I forward ruſh'd, and in my arms 
Seizing the propheteſs, 1 cried aloud 
 Unfeeling woman, tell me what I aſk, 

or theſe firm arms ſhall from thy feeble _ | 

Set looſe thy curſed ſoul —My ſon, ſhe ſaid, 
Forbear „1 yield, thy bravery has won me, 

Approuch——within my cave a new ſlain corſe, 

Born by my ſpirits from the field of ſlaughter, 

Yet bleeds, by Harold 8 arm this * transfix'd, 

The ſoul i is ſeated i in Valhalla' s halls, 

But by my Poe art I'll call it back, 

R 


3 
% * 
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Force it to animate the bloody limbs, 


And N anſwer thy demands —She ſ pake; 
And blue light flaſh d around me; I beheld 
The bleeding man—with hoasſe rough voice ſhe * ben | 


To ſound the Runic rhyme, and ſinging Kill, 
The corſe uprear 'd his head and clotted hair, 


And ſlowly caſt his ghaſtly eyes around, 


Then ſunk again, as if the ſoul had fear d 


To animate a hateful mangl'd body; - 


The propheteſs obſerv'd him, and in wrath: 
She ſeiz'd a living ſnake and laſh'd his limbs— 


| Uproſe the corſe, his languid eyes he fix'd 


On me, thus ſpeaking—Tell me, Carril, quickly, 


For well I know thee, Carril, what's thy pleaſure ? 


Diſmiſs me hence with ſpeed to halls of joy. 


| Warrior, I ſaid, is Harold's death d | JR 


He bleeds, he bleeds, I ſee him fall 
On the corſe· pread plain — 
Send me back to halls of joy. 


Vet ſpeak, ſhall Moina with her Carril dwell? 


| Fer the ſetting fun ſhall ſhoot 


1 ] 
His reddeſt rays acroſs the waves 
Moina's woes ſhall be at peace— 
I go, I go to halls of joy— 15 
He ſaid, and ſmiling. ſullenly, fell lifeleſs, 
Then from the cave with joyous ſteps-I haſten' d ? 
To bear the glad 2 to my Moina. „ | I 


MOINA. 


A thi lun af joy. bartin forth n 
Our future days. But now retire, my Carril, | 
Inſtantly quit the caſtle and attend me 

In the dark dell which borders on the wood 
Some two miles off.— The followers of Harold, 


| Bearing his body. to the narrow houſe, 
Are near at hand, and when the chief 1 is hid 
At peace, I'll ſteal unnotic 'd from the walls, 
And fly. on love-wing'd ſtep to Carril's arms. 46 
1 [Carril goes out, 
Now, haſte ye tardy minutes, till the dews 
Of evening fall, ariſe ye floating clouds, 
And ſhroud the ſilver monk i welcome a 


BARD. 


Lady, the ſoldiers bear our chieftain's body 
Within our caſtle: gates, the grave is ready, 
The holy rites prepar d, we wait thy — 


 MOINA. : „ 
My preſence, venerable man, and wherefore ? 
BARD. 


5 "KY : Know'ſt thou not then the cuſtom of our land ? 
| The laws which ages paſt have render'd ſacred? | 
Know'ſt thou not, lady, with her huſband's body 
The wife is buried; that in other worlds ; 


7 . is Buried.] This is a cuſtom recorded in Mallet's Northern Antiquities. Vol I. 
P- 342. The authorities quoted for it are—Edda Mythol. 43.—Hiſt. Norveg. Torfzi— 
Olof Trygguaſon's Saga. To theſe may be ans} Saxo Grammaticus, Lib. 8. de Danis 
and Strabo. 
ua EUNoU eubenovreg eg TOUTOV 8 Ka Yepre au "evIpwrous WAOKRuTAY, Lib. J. 
It is probable that the Goths inherited this cuſtom from their 1 anceſtors, for Hero- 
dotus ſpeaking of the Scythian funerals ſays, | 
ey de Ty Au eupuxupm The Nuunc, rv raAaU eu TE u exerniavres dar hobel 
M TOY 04V0,00v M Neu 1a ITTOKOLOV, c. Lib. 4. S. 17. | | 
As Moina was à Celt and but lately n the way wm RY ignorant of 
this barbarous 18 


c bs 1 


He fin: may ſhare be font embraoes, dil 


May dwell with her 1 in f 


MOINA. 
Buried? ö x: 1 
5 = _ BARD. 
Our laws have ſo decreed it, lady, - 
And their decrees unalterably ſtand ; 


Haſte then with Harold to * halls of joy, 
Haſte to the feaſt of may 


MOINA. 


Have pity on me 

Spare, ſpare my life—O fave me, ſave me— 4 
Hadſt thou but offer'd death when Harold led me 
"3 weeping captive from my native ſhore, . 

With joy I'd follow'd to the grave—but now— 
Horror, horror—curſes, curſes fall 
Upon thy nation was it not enough 


T0 drag me from a father's arms, to force me 


8 


- 
n 


1 


All-ſhudd'ring to the conqueror's hated bed ? - 


Muſt the ſame. grave receive us Save me, ſave me. 


BARD. 
Lady, the law mult be obeyed, I cannot. 


NMOINA. 
%% ns} A 
Is there no arm to ſave, no breaſt to pity ? 


1 


. BARD. BER 
Death cannot be avoided, 
MOINA. 


| Carril, Carril, 
Is this our promis'd joy? accurſt forebodings, 


. And did ye raiſe our ſouls to plunge them deepet 


In horror's night?—Father, father—no more— 


Soon wilt thou meet me—ſoon will Cartil hail 


* 


111 ——— nn 


His faithful Moina in the cloudy hall 
Of ghoſts—haſte, haſte beloved men. 


n — 
L « { 
. 
* : 
y 
F . 


Ce aero wat, — — . 5 n * * 
—_ 1 


%% ond 
Cod of my fathers, riſe and aid my ſoul, | 
Revenge, revenge my blood, and 


BARD. 


Lady, no more, 


k muſt 1 obedience. 1 
L Leads ber off. 


Hollis body i Is carried by his ſoldiers acroſs tbe ſtage, Moina follows ; the 
| Bards flop and ſing the funeral fong. N 


| CHORUS. | . 24 


Who ſteps on the glittering bridge 
That leads to the manſion of gods? 
Tis Harold—undaunted in fight, 

He ſmil'd at the ſhivering of ſpears, .. 
He fell in the claſhing of arms. 

Riſe, Odin, riſe, 

See, he enters thy ſhining abodes 
And terrible ſits by thy ſide. 


Gr s bubbling eh Andrimner was ; perpetually employed in boiling Serim- 


ner's fleſh. 


0 6 


Who lifts the gold- tipp d horn 
- Of ſparkling mead ?- | | 


ry 


, — 


Harold lifts the geld. app a horn 
Of ſparkling mead. 


Andrimner' 8 bubbling cauldron feeds 


The happy gods, | 


Harold joins the joyous band 


And feaſts.on food divine. 


Happy he who fighting falls, 
Happy in the battle's clangor 


To feel the quivering dart, 


When the hunter 's 1 has pierc'd | 


The aa mottled fide, 
Down from the {ſummit of the rock 
He falls, and falling dies; 

His dark grey 9 for ever cloſe, 


No more he ſees the en 
No more as decke the guſhing ſpring, 
But ſinks to endleſs night. 
When Vithri drives the ſinging ſpear 
\ Diieep in the hero's ſteel-clad breaſt, 
ee foul inmoortal wounts on kigh 
And climbs the airy hall of gods; 
There in Pleaſure's lap he lies 
Till Surtur's flames conſume the world. 


| From the four regions of the ky 

The white ſnow falls, 
And Winter binds 1 in thick ribb d ice 
The floating world — 
Who rears the bloody hand ? 
A brother in his brother's heart 
Has plung'd the ſperr. 


Vithri.) Sn Bk os Diva 


| From the four regions of the ſty.] The moſt Ariking parts of the following deſcription of the 
twilight of the gods are taken from Mallet's Northern Antiquities. Vol. II. p. 159. and 
Semund's Fa. Vafthrudniſmal. li, 


— 
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Who rears the bloody hand 7 


' 


: A father in his daughter's. het © | : 9 
Has plung'd the ſpear. | 
Where are thy beams, O ſun? 101 n 
Where is thy filyer ſhield, | : K 
be anno: [13101195 fre), abt? 


The glittering ſtars fall from the cope of heavin— 
T; is darkneſs all—the firm earth ihakes, 
The lofty mountains craſhing ruſh 

Upon the plains below 

Old tom heaves his | a 


And tempeſts howl around . 


See Fenris burſts his chain 
His eye-balls flaſh, 
His noſtrils breathe | 


Conſuming fire. 
From the m_ iron jaws 
= * . Fenris burfts his chain.) Fenris was an enormous and terrible wolf bound in chains till the | 
| laſt day, when he was to eſcape and attack the gods. 


De ſerpent's iron jaws.] ren ens Bidgnnd; hs wes nid be hc 
_ oarth, and was to break looſe at the laſt day as well as Fenris. | 


„ O00 
Floods of poiſon roll— 
Hark—the craſh of heav'n, 


It cleaves, it cleaves, + pkg 
Spirits of fire ariſe 

And hurl their burning brands, 
Surtur at their head, 

Before him flaſh his dazzling arms, 
Behind him flies reſiſtleſs flame. 


Heimdal lifts the brazen trump 
And blows a war . blaſt, 


Heaven's ſolid pillars ſhake— 

Odin hears—he graſps his ſpear 

And rears his golden ſhield— 

Heimdal ſounds the brazen tromp—- 

The gods ſtart up and ſeize their glittering arms. 
Heimdal ſounds the brazen trump— 

Odin' s heros ruſh to battle, 

And claſh their ſounding ſhields. 


Ha lifts ths brazen Map.] Heimdal was the centinal of Waben and nd of Os 


3 & + 
* * 
= t 


* * 


Them among ſhall Harold ſtanlddd 


z © - 


F "Foremoſt in their glittering ranks, 


His arm ſhall wing the hiſſing dart 
Nor dread the flames around; 


Then ſhall he fighting fall again, 
And fink amid the war of gods, 
Amid the cruſh of worlds. 
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"ACT: „ 


* 
0 


Enter Bards returning from the Grave, 


. 


© C HORUs. 


Daxx, dark is Moina's bed, 
| On earth's cold lap ſhe lies . : n ä 
| Whereis the beauteous form 0 N „ 
Which heroes lov'd ? | | | 
Where is the ſparkling eye, 5 OY” 738 5 5 
The bluſhing cheek ? 2 EE Y 


ns Cold, cold is, Moina's bed. i x 


And ſhall no mournful la 9 
With ſolemn murmurs ſooth ” | | 3 
Her parted ſoul ? 1 WO 
Shall beauty fall unmourn'd? „„ N - | 


: EN * 


1 * 


Shall no tear wet the grave 

Where Moina lies ? 

The bards ſhall raiſe the PP ſong, 

The bards ſhall footh her parted f ſoul, 
And drop the tear of rief 


On Moina's grave. 


The lily bows its head 
Before the paſling gale, 
The green earth kiſſing, 

But ſwift the paſſing gale is fled, 
5 Again the fair flower rears her ſnowy pride | 
And drinks the air ſerene.- — 
Before the breath of woe 
The ſoul of Moina bow'd f 


It bow'd and roſe no more. 


High o'er its banks the rapid river ſwells 
i And flows impetuous on the plain— 
+ The poplar meets its ruſhing waves 


And bows its tender ſtem— 


1 75 1 


The waters „ | 


The plant uprears its bended trunk 
And ſhoots aloft ; | 
| The plant uprears its verdant tufts , 
And ſpreads its light green leaves 
To meet the warmth of heav'n. | 
Before the tide of woe 

The ſoul of . bow'd, 


It bow'd and roſe no f more. 


Frea from Valhalla's groves 

| Mark'd the grief of Moina's ſoul 
And dropp'd the golden tear, 
Now ſhe quits the groves of bliſs, 
And haſtes to meet her favour'd child 
At heay” n's lofty gates. 


With her roſy hand ſhe graſps 


The golden tear.) PFrea's tears were fabled to be a of gold. 


To meet her fur 4 child. Habebat, ſays Keyſter, etiam Frea palatia ſua quibus deſunctas 


To this palace of Frea virgins, and wives who had died with their huſbands, 
were admitted. See alfo Edda Szmundar. Grimniſmal xiv, 


Moina's clay- cold palm, 
Swift thro' her frame cœleſtial vigour ſhoots, | - 
Coeleſtial beauty beams . 


In Moina's eyes. 


Fair flower, no more the blaſts of woe 
Shall ſhake thy tender form, 
Secure in Frea's groves 


Thy bloom ſhall fade no more. 
FIRST. BARD, 


Did'ſt thou not notice, cer the grave was clos'd 


On Moina, that ſhe beckon d to her ſervant 


And whiſper d him? Quick thro the crowd he ſtruggl 4 
And vaniſh 'd from our ſight— 


' SECOND BARD. 


I did, and wonder'd much what care intruding 


0 7 * 


Could for a moment draw her thoughts from death; 
Till then in ſilent grief ſhe ſtood, her eyes 
Faſt rooted on the ground. 


1 


FIRST BARD. 


And when the earth 
Was caſt upon her as we held her ſtruggling 
By Harold's fide, ſhe call d aloud on Carril— 


CARRIL. ( Entering in haſte.) 


Who calls on Carril? ſpeak, ye wretches, ſpeak, 
Where is my Moina ? 


BARD. 
| Moina is no more, 


She lies by Harold's fide.— 


'CARRIL. 

: Inhuman monſters 
Lishtnings, lightnings blaſt thy curſed nation— 
Lead me to Moina s grave, haſte, haſte, perhaps 

She yet may breathe, h her boſom yet. 
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BARD. 
Be calm. 
_ CARRIL. 
Ye wretches lead me to the grave, once more 
III claſp her cold cold breaſt, kiſs her pale lips, 
And periſh with my Moina. 


| BARD. 


With thy Moina? 


CARRIL, 


Yes, ſhe was mine, till thy accurſed chief. 
God of my fathers, thou haſt ſlain the robber 
Till thy accurſed chief in ſorrow dragg'd bln 
To theſe deteſted walls—1 am her lover 
1 am Carril— 


BARD. 


„ 


CARRIL. 


Yes, wretches, yes 
Moina) Nina, think aot'to- fall abba - 
1 haſte to moat thee, Carril haftes to join 
| Thy gloomy ghoſt; ſoon ſhall our airy forms 
A mournful conference hold, ride on the blaſt 
And hover oer our country chere we'll trace 
Thy father's ſteps—together will we haunt 
The well known hills, and liſten to the torrent— 
The aged bards ſhall ſing our mournful tale 
Well bend our feeble forms and liſtening catch 
The ſoothing ſounds of woe,—I come, my Moina, 
With ſteps of Tpeed III ſeek the rock's high ſummit 
And * to death . 


To death Jew, ] The practice of ſuicide was neither unſequent, nor « diſhonourabl among 
the Northern nations. 


Mortem accerſunt et voluntario invering caſligant obeundi- tarditatem : quos ſatietas tenet 
Vit de rupe nota præcipitem caſum in maria deſtinant. Hoc ſepulturz genus optimum ar- 
bitrantur. | | Solinus, de Hyperboreis. Cap. 16, 


Both Pliny and Pomponius Mela agree with this account of Solinus. 


5 WI 
| CHORUS OF BARDS. | 
| When from the foe's bright ſpear | 
The ſoldier trembling turns, 
When cold fear ſhakes his frame 
And blaſts his ſtrength, | 
No more he'll hear the ſong of . 
No more he'll tell his liſtening child 
The bloody tale of war; 
The gloomy vale receives 
His flow and ſullen ſteps; 
He hates the warior's eye, 
He hates the maiden's lock. 
Then let ſhame his boſom fire, 
Lead VER to the lofty rock, 
And plunge him from the airy height. 
To death below. | 


W hen the hero's hardy frame 


— 


When the hero's hardy frame.) Neque ſenibus neque morbidis permiſſum vivere : ſed ubi. 
gravis ætas, aut valetudo deterior, tenebantur ipſi ſupplicare propinquis ut ſe ærumnis exi- 
merent. | | Procopius Goth. Hiſt, Lib. 2. 
Mirus amor populo, cum * incanuit ætas, | 
Imbellos jamdudum annos prævertere ſaxo. Sil. alen Lib. 3. 
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With lingering ſickneſs droops, | 
When his broad and linewy arin „ 41% ll | I 
Shrunk and trembling fails, 
When that firm breaſt which dar'd the dart 

The fighs of langour heaves, 


When thoſe bold knees which ruſh'd to war 
| Totterin g ſink beneath his weight, 
When death has rais'd his clay-cold hand 
To touch the warrior's heart, 
Then let him drag his feeble limbs 
To ſome high rock's projecting cliff, 
And from the airy ſummit plunge 

To death below. 


: When from the aged father's arms 
The blooming child is torn, 

Forlorn he wanders on the heath, 

His white hair waving in the wind— 

Torlorn he ſeeks the hill 

His child has trod. 

And wipes the falling nie i 


TEL 


Anguiſh gnaws s his 3 

And lowly drags his feeble hs 
Jo Hela's halls— 
Haſte, haſte and ſeek the lofty rock, 
There from its airy ſummit. plunge 


To death below. 


When the lover claſps 

His miſtreſs dead, 

Cleaves to her cold cold breaſi 
Her pale lips kiſfiog, ; 

No more her blue eyes tell 

The tale of love, | 

No more her ſilver-ſounding voice 
Shall murmur in his ear 


In ſpeechleis agony he hangs upon ber | 


Awake: awake, and from that form beloy „ 


Snatch thy diſtracted ſoul, 
Haſte, haſte and ſeek the lofty rock, 


There from its airy ſummit plunge }. 
To death below. 
THE END. 
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Immitis placatur ſanguine diro 
Teutates: horrenſque feris altaribus Heſus.— 


Lucan. PHARSAL. Lib. I. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


| Tax ſtory of the following Tragedy, like that of the foregoing, : 
is fictitious, but I hope not entirely inconſiſtent with the manners and 
' cuſtoms of the Celtic people. As the ſcene of action is laid in Britain, 
1 have been obliged to deſert the mythology of the' Saxons for the in- 
Nitutions and ceremonies of the druids ; ſome of theſe ceremonies have 


already been received by the public with delight, as diſplayed in the 


admirable tragedy of Caractacus; but although the variety and mag- 


nificence of of-the Gothic religion is by no means rivalled by the Celtic, 1 


pet there appeared to me ſome parts of it untouched, which might be 
introduced into dramatic poetry with n effect. 


The following piece is written, like Moina, on the c Greek 
es and the choral odes are without rhy me, 


PERSONS OF THE PLAY. 


re 

Ss Britons. 
DAuRA, 8 
KkELRIc, a Saxon, 
Chorus of Druids. 


: SCENE. A ſacred Hood and an Altar. 


5 


Aer 
' DRUIDS. 


FIRST DRUID. 


| Ix the dark covert of theſe ſacred ſhades 
1 wait with reſtleſs trembling expeCtation 
The joyful tidings of our chieftain's conqueſt ; 


No more the voice of woe ſhall chill our hearts, 


No more the flying Briton here ſhall haſte 
With fear-wing'd ſtep to hide his fainting limbs, 


And tell the hateful tale of flaughter'd friends— 
But ſoon the ſhout of victory ſhall burſt. | 


Upon our hallowed groves, In Starno's breaſt 


The ſoul of Heſus deaths, to Starno's arm 
He gives reſiſleſs firength, his beaming ey 
| Shoet-forth deſtructive tre — well —4 d to *. 
Our chieftain' s bloody vow, the god of battles 
Stalks by his ſide amid the glittering ranks, 


2 K *. 


And wields his mally blade to ſtrike for Wien. 


4 


SECOND. DRUID. 
Yes, holy man; the fearleſs ſoul of Starno | 
Shall glut its vengeance in the guſhing blood 2 
Of ſoes; but ill the image of his child 


The ſoul of Heſus.] Heſus was the Celtic god of war. 
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Our chieftain's bloody ww.) The ſacrifice of living men was conſidered by the Druids as pe- 


culiarly acceptable to ſome of their gods. Heſum et Teutatem Deos, ſays Lactantius, Lib. I. 
c. 21, a Gallis humano cruore fuiſſe 2 jt 7 
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| 5 Strabo, Lib. 4. 
Theſe unfortunate victims were devoted to the gods either after or before a battle. Aut 


pro victimis, ſays Cæſar de Bell. Gal. Lib. 6. homines immolant aut ſe immolaturos vovent, 


quod pro vita hominis niſi vita hominis reddatur, non poſſe aliter deorum immortalium 
numen placari arbitrantur : publiceque ejuſdem generis habent inſtitutã ſacrificia. 


Bellum Hermunduris proſperum, Cattis exitioſum fuit, quia victores diverſam aciem; dis 
ſacravere, quo voto equi, viri, cuncta victa occidioni dantur. 


Taciti Annal.-Lib. 13. c. 57. 


1 


= Will haunt his gloomy mind, will gnaw his heart. : 
And while the warrior joys in ſhouts of battle, wit 
The father ſtill ſhall heave the irequent nech; 
O may ſome bleſſed hour again reſtore 
The blooming Daura to his eager arms, 
| And chace the night of woe which ſhades his ſoul. 


CHORUS. 


When from the towering rock 
The keen-ey'd eagle ſpies 
The ſerpent's eliſtening ſide, 
Down, down he drops, 
Then bears aloft 
His ſtruggling prey, 
And joyful cleaves with 3 wing 
The liquid fields of air; 
But ſoon the ſpeckled foe uprears 
His hiſſing j Jaws, 
Deep in the fearleſs bird he ſheaths 
„ forked ſting, 


I 

The fearleſs bird with torture writhing, 
Firmly claſps his fatal prey, 

Plunges deep his pointed claws, | 

Till torn with ghaſtly wounds 
The mangled ſerpent dies. 

Deep, deep in Starno's breaſt 

The dart of grief is fix d, 

Fell revenge his boſom fires, 

He ruſhes with reſiſtleſs — 


I0o bathe his ſinewy arm 
In purple blood 


A SOLDIER. (Entering baftily.) - 


Ye ſacred men, I come with winged ſteps 


To tell the joyful victory of Starno, 
Strike, ſtrike your golden harps and rail the * > 


of joy, your dauntleſs chief xeturns with conqueſt ; 


Fierce was the battle's rage, the dlanging ſhields 


Re-echoed loud, the ſwiftly darting ſteel | 


With ſpatkling — ſirew'd the bloody earth, 


And ally arrows hurtled i in the air 


[91 J - 7 
Then in the thickeſt ranks was Starno ſeen 
Like Heſus' ſelf he wing'd his bickering blade, 
And ſpread the gory field with mangled foes, 
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The groans of death, the victors joyful ſhout 
Mix in the troubl'd ſky—fear ſeiz'd the > Saxons, 
They fled the ſtrife of 3 
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DRUID. 


Haſte, haſte, and with your golden axes fell 
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The waving branches of the ſacred oak, 
Receive its falling leaves in ſnowy veſts, 
And twine the dark-green leaves of victory. 
SOLDIER. 

Yet hear the battle rag'd with fierceſt fury, 
When on the plain we ſpied a Saxon warrior 
Who ſpurr'd his ſteed to reach the Britiſh camp, 
With him a woman fled—they quickly vaniſh'd, 


Conceal'd behind our tents—when tir'd with a 5 


Yeur Hs axes fel.] An account of this ceremony is to be found in Pliny. Lib. 16. 
. 
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Our conquering * return d, his darling child 

| Ruſh'd from the camp with breathleſs ſpeed to meet him 
And claſp'd him in hich arms. Fair Daura's charms 
Had won the Saxon chieftain's blooming ſon 

To bear her back to Starno's aching heart, 

And yield himſelf a willing captive with ber. 


DRUID. 
This was beyond our hopes—but ſee, they come. 
Enter Starno, Daura, and Kebric. 
CHORUS OF DRUIDS. 
Hail, Heſus, hail, 
By thee inſpir'd, . 
The warlike chieftain dauntleſs braves 
The ſinging ſpear and biting blade — 
Hail, Heſus, hail, 
I ſee thee climb 
Thy rattling car 
And drive the furious ſteeds 


* 1 


| Amid the falling foe. 
Who dares to meet thy eyes? 
; Who dares to wait thy gleaming ſteel, 
The thunder-bolt of war? 
Death hovers round thy ately creſt 
And ſhining ſhield, 
While pale eye'd Fear beſtrides the blaſt 
And fails before thy car. | 
Raiſe aloft, Andate, raiſe 
Thy golden ſhield _. 
Loudly ſtrike its echoing orb 

And wake the fn of victory 
From the purple field it comes 

To pierce our holy groves— : 
Rude it ruſhes thre! the ſhades, 
The roarin g rocks return 


The joyful noiſe— 


Audate raiſe.) Andate was the goddeſs of victory. 
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The warrior hears— he ſhouts aloud 


| And clangs his founding arms. 
z = | ' STARNO. 

Ye venerable men, nor ſhouts of conqueſt, 
— ce. long-loſt child, 
a my büntdag ſoul—in fecret horror 
My ſhuddering mind evolves the bloody vow 
Theſe hallow'd groves have heard—that 0 u 
Which calls aloud to pierce a generous heart 9 
on Heſus holy altar — well ye know 
hs dy ee, 


The nobleſt captive that return'd with Starno. 
- 

The nobleſt captive 22 

DRUID. 


Yes, lady, and the god demands his victim, 


Our prayers were heard, he rais'd the arm of conquelt, 


* 


58 ] 


Dana. 
My tortur'd mind beholds the riſing ſtorm 
Which haſtes to overwhelm me. Father, father, 
W hy do you caſt your mournful eyes on Kelric? 
Is he the nobleſt captive Horror horror — 
Away, away, who dares to touch my Kelric ? 
| Who dares to touch that Kelric who reſtor'd 
His long-loſt daughter to her father's arms ? 
That Kelric who entic'd by Daura's words 
Has quitted all for her? 
DRUID. 
Nor dare to thwart the dread decrees of heay'n ; 
Heſus demands the blood of Kelric— _ 
KELRIC. 


Then let him glut his ſavage foul with blood, 


The victim cannot 'ſcape. The time was once 
When warlike Kelric would have ſmil'd at death; 
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Oft have 1 ruſt'd amid the n hoſt, 


Nor fear d the deadly dart, but n now my ſoul | 
7 Shrinks back with horror from the fatal ſword 


- ww 


Which. tears me from my love. 
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7 | DAURA. 


No, Kelle, o oof 
Thou ſhalt not bleed—who urg'd thy, haſty ſteps 


To ſeek the Briton's camp ? who won thy mind 


To ſcorn the deareſt ties of friends and country ? iba 


Who ſpurr'd thee on to death? twas Daura's ſelf. 
Twas Daura 5 ſoothing accents led her Kelric | 
To theſe deteſted groves—why ſleep thy gods? 
Why does the lightning linger to deſtroy. 


This 8 ſhrine? Ariſe, ye ar prieſts, 


Here plunge the holy knife and pour my blood 
To pleaſe the ſullen I fave Jams Kelric. 


STARNO. 


— 


| Now angry heaven has ſhower'd its keeneſt wrath | 


On Starno's head—Twas miſery enough 


„ „ 
To wander weeping for a daughter loſt, 
T hus to receive her, thus in Kelric's heart 
- Ta 3 the ſteel, and with one fatal ſtroke 
To pierce the lover's and the daughter's boſom, 
Is more than Starno's ſinking ſoul can bear; 
Why, Heſus, did the hiſſing dart avoid 
This wretched breaſt? why didſt thou turn the ſpear 
From Starno's ſide! 5 Had Saxons over whelm d me 
And ſtain' d their gleaming ſteel with aged blood, 
Then had 1 died with glory 1 in the battle, 


Nor felt the piercing grief which tears my foul. 


DRUID. 


| We ſee, with * ſee, the cruel pangs 

Which rack * ſoul of Daura, and thy woes, 

O chief, are great ; the blooming ſtrength of Kelric, 
Uninaly Saking ts th grave, extorts | 

The heart-felt ſigh—yet warlike Heſus calls 

To lead the victim tb his ſacred. altar _- 

And aſks the promis'd blood— 
„ 
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| STARNO. 


My child, my child, 


a The dews of death are o'er her—lee, ſhe * | 


Retire, my Daura, deadly ſorrow ſhakes 
Thy tender form—and you, ye ſacred men, 
Prepare the holy rites, and wait our preſence. 


CStarno and Kelric go off. 


CHORUS OF DRUIDS. 


God of the ſhining day, 

Whoſe golden locks 

In ſplendor wave 

And ſcatter quia light, 
| Belinus, in yon radiant path, 

Did eer thy piercing eye behold : 

A ſcene of blacker woe ? 

Yet let not mortal voice accuſe 
The dread decrees of Fate, id « 


And aſk the angry thunder why it howk, 1 


* . Belinus was the Celtic deity of the ſun. - 


A 
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Nor vainly dare with | impious hand ; 


To thwart the lightning s courſe, 


Aloft on dv clouds 

Teutates rides, r£ 

And aims his fatal ſhaft, 

They who fearleſs d 
| The rapid flood of war, 


Before him bow their creſted pride 


And drop the tined ſpear ; | 
They whole ſwelling "_—_ 
Exult with thrilling Joy 
Before him bend their lofty head | 


— And hana feed his dart 


Reſiſtleſs power, IId 

Avert thy wrath 

From Britain' 8 ſhore, 
Sink in thy ſable cuts, | 
And wing the fearful darm 25 


To other limes. 
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END OF ACT 1, 
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Teutates 1251 Teutates was a claw gol of the Celts, to whom they ſacrificed human 
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n. 


Druids—to them enter Starno leading Kelric. 


STARNO. 


Ye venerable men, with grief A 8 5 
The blooming victim to the unhewn altar— | 


1s all prepared ? 
DRUID. 
It is, the white rob d prieſts 
With rt fickles i in their * hands | 
Have cut the miſletoe ; the chaſte- ey d maids 


Have gather d from the wood the ſacred vervain, 
And vith bent knees on Heſus' altar lid it; 


The white rob'd prigſtt.] See Drayton's Polyolbion. Ninth Song. 
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I 
Around the pile is dos'd the myſtic ring 


Of virgins, prieſts, and vigorous warriors, 


DAURA. (Entering.) 


| Before the fatal knife has reach'd his heart, 
1 come to take a laſt farewell of Kelric— 
Turn not, unhappy youth, the eyes of love 
On Daura's curſed form; frown, frown my Kelric, - 
And blaſt me with thy looks—it will not be— 
Why does my wretched ſpirit linger yet, 
Nor ceaſe to animate theſe limbs ?—away, . 
Haſte to the floating clouds, and ruſh with ſpeed-. 
To meet the ghoſt of Kelric. 
KELRIC. 
Daura, Daura— 
: My firm nerves ſhake again, thy much lov'd voice 
Again unmans me, that all-beauteous form 
Adds double horror to the deadly blow— 


Why doſt thou come to melt my aching breaſt 


| D d . 
4 | 
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And ſink my ſickly foul ? Farewell, my love, 
Remember Kelric, let his mournful image 
Cleave to th y Heart, aged when the ſhades of death 
Shall dim thoſe tearful eyes, then haſte with joy 
To meet his fond embrace in halls of bliſs. 


DAURA. 


eee chick fhricks—it cries - 
Who murder'd Kelric {Dane wretched Daura 
Has pierc d her lover's heart—enough—enough— 
I go—farewell—we ſoon ſhall meet, my love 
Again it cries—Daura has murder d * 
Hence, hated 8 

See, ſee a ghaſtly viſion riſes on me, 

He bleeds, he bleeds—I mark his waving hand— 


| I come—l come 


[Goes out. 


"DRUID. 


| Begin the rites 
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Nine Druids Advance. 
CHORUS. 


Loudly ſtrike the golden harp, 
While Echo from a thouſand rocks 
Nepeats the ſolemn trains 
Haſte, haſte, thou dreadful <a 
And hover on the blaſt. 
Which bows the ruſtling wood 
Around thy ſhrine— | 
Haſte and quit the field of ſpears, 
In blood-ſtain'd arins attend 

Our holy rites. 


When on the mountain's ſide 
The prowling wolf diſcerns 
The bleating flock, 


Swift, ſwift he ſprings to carnage, 
And bathes his ſhaggy ſides 
In guſhing blood. 
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When from its lofty height 

The famiſh'd vulture bears 
The dying groan, 1 
The dying groan revives 5 
His fainting heart, | 

He ſtops his rapid flight 
And feaſts his hungry eyes 
With human gore; ; 
Thus does the warlike god delight. [ 
To view the purple flood, 

| And grateful to his cars 8 
The ſhrieks of ſlaughter ſwell, 
But moſt he j Joys when white rob'd prieſts 
His holy altar throng, 
And to its ſacred fide 
The wlembling captive drag. 

| Then let us lift the fatal knife | 
And in the victim's blood 
Its ſhining point embrue. 


* 


[ 05 } 


Nine Warriors advance. 


© CHORUS, 


Raiſe the purple banners high, 
Rear aloft the maſſy ſhield 

And ſhake the ſhining ſpear. 
Heſus {pies the gleam of arms 
And haſtes to join the fight ; 
Now he fires the warrior's ſoul 
And ſpeeds his hiſſing dart ; 

Now he throws his brazen ſhield - 
Around his farour d hero's breaſt, 
And blunts the deadly ſteel— 
Long may his deſolating arm 
Attend the Britiſh hoſt z 
Long may the Saxon fear his ragg 
And view with ghaſtly look 

The lightning of his eye; 
Then lift, ye prieſts, the fatal knife, 

_ 
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And in the victim's blood 
Its ſhining point imbrue. 


Nine Virgins advance. 
| CHORUS. 
Awake the tuneful voice, 
And call with ſoothing ſounds 
The god of war. | 


- . * 


See in the glittering ranks 


A father ſtands, | 
He lifts his trembling arm 
To fave his child - : 
Riſe, Heſus, riſe, a 

And caſt thy full-orb'd ſhield 
Around his aged, "ADDED 


Nor let his ſilver hair 


Be ſtain d with blood. 


See in the glittering ranks 


* 
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"TY 
A huſband ſtands, 
His fair wife moaans 
Her abſent lord. 

Now to her breaſt ſhe claſps. | 

Her blooming boy,. 

Now gazes on his lovely limbs. 
Aud in his infant features ſees.” 

The father's face, 
Quick ſtarts the guſhing tear 
And mingles with her ſmiles; 
Riſe, Heſus, riſe, _ 
And caſt thy full-orb'd ſhield 


Around the warrior's breaſt, 


Turn from his ſide the deadly dart 
And ſend him back with victory. 


See in the glittering ranks 

A lover ſtands; 
The mournf ul maid he loves | 
With ſullen iep retires 
To thickeſt tate, | 
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There with her abſent warrier's form 
She feaſts her gloomy ſoul— 

Now ſhe ſees his manly ons 

| | Extended on the purple plain, 
She ſhrieks aloud and ſtarting flies 
The horrid image fancy rais'd— _ 
Now in the paſſing gale . 
She hears his conquering | tread, 
And haſtes to twine the oaken wreath 
To deck her lover's brow= 

Joy ſparkles in her eyes, 

But yet one lingering tear deſcends 
And dews the ſhining leaves— 

Riſe, Heſus, riſe, ; 

And caſt thy full-orb'd ſhield 
Around her warrior's heart, 

Turn from his ſide the deadly dart | 
And ſend him back with victory. 
And you, ye holy prieſts, 

Uplift the fatal knife, 
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And in the victims blood 
Its ſhining point imbrue. 
STARNO. 
Hail, Heſus, hail, 
To thee we pour 


The conſecrated blood. 


MESSEN CER. (Entering in haſt.) 


Stop, ſtop your holy rites, I come to tell 

A melancholy tale— With haſty ſteps 

Fair Daura left theſe ſhades, with halty ſieps _ 

She reach'd the caſtle walls and ſought her chamber ; 


Sudden her ſervants heard a dying groan ] 
Which iſſued from the room—they ruſ{h'd to fave her— ; 
In vain they ruſh'd—her hands were ſtain d with blood : 
And on her couch ſhe lay a breathleſs oorſe. 3 
. T.ðtarno retires. . 

| Ff | 


. 


KELRIC. ( Snatching the bye from the altar.) 
Enough—ſhe bled for me-] haſte to join her— 
3 Is 3 . C Stabs himſelf. 
Daura, we ſoon ſhall meet in halls of bliſs, 1 7155 EZ 
| We ſoon ſhall wander in Valhalla's groves | 
Where endleſs rapture gilds the paſſing hours 
Odin, receive my fainting ſoul, and ope— 
The doors of heaven—— i 


== 5 CHORUS OF VRGIN s. 


Retire thou golden ſun, 
"I F 
In night, | 
EA Ye dreary ſhades reſound 
| With horrid howlings, | 
Let the death-owl cry 
6 And pierce the ſacred wood 
L : ; I EEE: With doleful "WS 
For blooming Daura falls, 


0 


. 8 7 0 5 J 
And Kelric's guſhing blood 
The green earth ſtains,— 
Myſterious Heav'n, 

Thy dark decrees 

No mortal eye can pierce ; 
mh the bluſhing roſe © 
The thorn is hid, 

Beneath the flowery bank 

The ſerpent lurks unſeen, _ 
And joy's tranſ porting draught 
Is daſh'd with bitter woe. 
The azure ſky is calm, 


The gale ſoft whiſpers i in the —_— air, 


The glaſſy lake reflects 

The verdant ſhrubs around— | 
But ſoon the troubled air is glomd | 
With pitchy clouds, 

The ruſhing blaſts deſcend, 

The deep-ton'd thunder roars 

And lightnings hiſs around, 


The angry ſpirit of the lake 
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